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My father has a happy world with a great fence 
around, 

And there are many lovely things about my father's 
ground. 


Each morning when the sun comes up to rouse me 
from my dreams, 

The world of nature meets my eyes—a fairyland it 
seems ; 


And pretty things my mother made, and fields my 
father tills, 

The dense, green wood that skirts the farm, and 
then the distant hills. 


I love the gay, small garden close, my mother tends 
with care— 

The roses and the hyacinths, and lilies, pure and 
fair; 


I love to see the plowman, in the springtime, plow 
the field, 

I love to roam the meadows where the soft green 
grasses yield: 
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I love to watch the little pigs that snort and grunt 
all day, 

I laugh to see their little pranks—I laugh to see 
them play! 


1 love my gentle little cow, with hair so slick and 
rown; 
1 milk her in the morning, and when the sun goes 
down. 


I call the barns my castles—oh! many a rainy day 


Have Jane and | spent romping and tumbling in 
the hay! 


And how | love to climb the hills and hear the sweet 
birds call, 


Or listen to the music of the marsh mill waterfall. 


The wheel goes round and round and round, for 
many a weary hour, 

The farmers’ wheat is grinding. and the miller 
makes the flour. 


A spring of crystal water flows, that feeds the rush- 
ing stream, 

Down yonder where the valley slopes and sunbeams 
rarely gleam; 
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The hills are high around the spring, and dense the 
forests be— 
Oh! never have I seen a spot so beautiful to me! 


The miller wears a linen cap and apron, snowy 
white ; 
He’s busy, busy all the day, and happy every night. 


He used to make us little bags, and fill them full 
of meal, 

And write our names upon them, when we came to 
watch the wheel. 


Oh! round and round and round it goes, for many a 
weary hour, 

The farmers’ wheat is grinding, and the miller 
makes the flour. 


The miller loves the waterfall that makes the whee! 
go round, 

And, like a poet, understands the meaning of each 
sound. 
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He told me every moment, every moment, every 
day, 

The waters in their falling seem to sing this little 
lay: 


“I serve thee, 1 serve thee! I serve with all my 
heart, 
With all my strength and days of length and all my 


natural art. 


“A hundred springs my being is that burst from 
cave and scar, 
And there I rear my waters clear to travel swift 
and far. 


“IT have no time to tarry, sir; I have no time for 
play, 

My labors are my neighbors'—I serve them night 
and day! 
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‘A thousand head of sheep and kine, as many horses, 


too, 
Depend on me, my waters free, as grass does on 
the dew. 


“TI turn for thee, O miller, thy ponderous wooden 
wheel, 
With all my strength and days of length, my flowing 
grinds the meal. 


“I feed the tender little sprouts that grow upon 
my bank, 
The willow’s root, like monster's foot; the grasses 
growing rank. 


“A purpose God has given me, to serve his people 
ere, 
With all my strength and days of length, I flow and 
bring them cheer. 
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“But sometimes, when the night is still, and shines 
the mellow moon, 

O’er rock and stone, I purl and drone, singing my- 
self a tune. 


“Once, long ago, was hist’ ry made, where spreads 
yon poplar tree, 

And students from that day to this, have often 
learned of me; 


“And many a weary traveler has kneeled upon the 
bank, 
With clothing torn and features worn, he thanked 


his God, and drank. 


“So, onward, ever onward, and onward to the sea, 
I sing and toil, through rock and soil, for all that 


live near me! 
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Chapter VIII 
ROSE 


“O girls!’ called Prudence, running up to where Faith and 
Patience awaited her in the meadow. “Uncle Noble is coming here 
at four o'clock sharp, and will take us to see the sick child who lives 
with her grandma—the same old woman he bought oranges of, you 
know! Won't it be nice? And I have some good things in this little 
basket which Mother gave me to take to her—there are eggs, home- 
made bread, jelly, and sponge cake. It must be very lonely for her, 
just living with her grandma, and no one to play with, and in bed all 
the tme! But Uncle says she is not so sick as the old lady thinks, 
that she needs plenty of good food and fresh air and sunshine, and that 
such things will cure her quicker than medicine. Here comes Uncle 
now. Well, if there isn’t Rover with him! I wonder if Rover thinks 
he can 

“Oh! yes; we'll take Rover along,” answered the uncle, coming 
up to where they stood waiting for him. 

“Here, Rover, lie down, that’s a good dog. Now, girls, sit 
down and hear my plan, and see if you approve. I suppose Prudence 
has told you where we are going—over the hill to the orange woman’s 
house, not to buy oranges, but to take some food to the little girl and 
her grandma. I went to see them the other day, and you little girls 
that always have plenty of good food and warm clothes, can’t know 
anything about how poor I found these people. The grandma works 
hard to have enough to eat for the little girl. Now, what we want to do 
is to help them, and then to put them in a way to help themselves.” 

“*Let’s show them the way to the beautiful garden,” chimed in 
Prudence. 

“Yes, little Prudence, that is what Uncle is trying to do.” 

“How are you going to do it?” 

“Why, you must know that part of it, Prudence, for you helped 
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We came to see you, as well as your grandma,’ said Mr. Comfort.” 


me, and now you and Faith and Patience and Noble Comfort are 
all going to help the old lady and her Rose, and see what good work 
we can do together.” 

“Ts that the little girl’s name?’’ asked Prudence. “‘Isn’t it 
pretty?” 

“Yes,” answered Uncle Noble, “her name is Rose, and this 
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little Rose, like other roses, needs fresh air and sunshine. You children 
have seen the little two-roomed cottage back of Uncle’s greenhouse; 
here the rooms are cool, yet bright and sunshiny. The cottage hasn't 
been used for some time, and will be comfortable for any one.” 

“Oh! Oh!” interrupted Prudence, “I know what you are going 
to do.” 

“Well, as you’ve guessed the rest, come on, all of you, and we'll 
make our way over the hill, and tell Rose.” 

They started off in good spirits. Uncle Noble lead the way, 
the three little girls went hand in hand, and Rover bounded along the 
path, now on this side, now on that. It being a short distance, 
they soon reached the door of the little cottage. 

Uncle Noble knocked. A little voice piped, “Come in,” and 
they entered, Prudence going in first. A small tidy room met their 
eyes. On one side near the only window, was a big old-fashioned 
bedstead. On the bed lay a child of about seven or eight years of 
age. About her face was a tangle of brown curls, and beneath the 
curls was a pair of gentle blue eyes. She looked surprised to see so 
many strange faces all at one time, but she was not afraid, and 
smiled, saying pleasantly, 

““How do you do? Grandma has gone out, but I think she’ll 
be home soon. She’ll be very glad to see you.” 

““We came to see you, as well as your grandma,” said Mr. 
Comfort. 

“Yes; we came to tell you Uncle’s plan,” added Prudence. 
The little girl opened her blue eyes as if she did not quite understand. 
“This is Uncle—this gentleman here; he’s my Uncle Noble Comfort 
—and he has a plan, such a lovely plan,” exclaimed Prudence, 
patting her uncle’s hand. 

“Oh!” said little Rose, turning to Mr. Comfort, “‘are you the 
gentleman who sent the pretty rose to me? My name is Rose, you 
know, and I love roses and all kinds of flowers.” 

“T am that person,” answered Mr. Comfort, smiling. ““And now 
we'll explain to you about the plan which Prudence speaks of; 
then you may tell your grandma, and see what she has to say to it. 
You see, I know something about flowers and what is good for them, 
and a little Rose like yourself needs much air and sunshine, for that 
is what is given to the roses that grow in my garden, and they thrive 
under such treatment. Now, when your grandma comes, you tell 
her that Noble Comfort wants this Rose to blossom in his garden 
with the other flowers, in the sunshine.” 

“Oh! away from my grandma’s?’”’ asked Rose, looking 
frightened. 
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“Oh! no! no!” said Faith, “Uncle Noble wants both of you.” 

“Yes, indeed, both of you; and I have the cosiest, sunniest 
little room for you and your grandma, and the prettiest little rustic 
chair for a little girl to sit in, out in the sunshine, until she gets well 
and strong and can run about with these other children.” 

“Oh!” sighed Rose, ““wouldn’t it be oh! so lovely, just like the 
fairy stories Grandma sometimes tells to me.” 

“Well, it is quite true, my little Rose, and I will come around 
tomorrow with a little wagon, and shall expect you and Grandma 
to be all ready to go home with us.” 

“T'll tell Grandma all about it when she comes in,” said Rose. 

“My mother gave me this little basket for you,” said Prudence, 
stepping nearer to the bedside. ‘I am going to leave it on the table. 
Your grandma will open it when she comes. There are bread and 
fresh eggs and some nice jelly inside. I guess we'll have to go now, 
for I see Uncle looking at his watch.” 

“Yes, come girls, for poor Rover is growing impatient. I hear 
him whining outside the door now,” said Uncle. 

So away they went, leaving the little girl smiling with happiness, 
and looking quite like a little rose, for her cheeks were pink with 
pleasure at the joyous prospect. 


(To be continued) 


IN THE SILENCE 


F. ELLEN WILSON 
Fort Laramie, Wyo. 


Lord, in humble sweet submission, 
Here we come to meet with thee,. 
Trusting in thy holy word, 

Which alone can make us free. 
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PETER 
GRANDDADDY 
LONGLEGS 


AGNES DEERING. MOORE 


Peter sat under a cherry tree, munching some cookies. 

“Oh! I wish Puck would come to see me.” Peter was thinking 
so hard that the words came before he knew it. 

“Well, Peter, here I am,” said Puck as he perched himself on 
a dandelion. 

“Why, Puck!” exclaimed Peter, “when did you come? You 
have been away so long that I thought you had gone to live with the 
elves, instead of just to visit them. Won't you please tell me a story >” 

“Sorry, I can’t do it today. But I will send some one to amuse 
you, Peter.” Puck scampered away; he hopped upon the back of 
a bumble bee, and was carried off. 

Suddenly Peter spied a queer-shaped bug. Its body was short, 
and it had legs that were so long and spindling that they sagged in 
the middle, and the poor creature’s body almost touched the ground. 

“It looks like a mosquito except that it is so very large. Perhaps 
it is a new kind,” mused Peter. 

“Tam not a mosquito!” exclaimed the little creature, indignantly. 
“T am of the Arachnidan family of the Opiliones tribe. But I am 
known as Daddy Longlegs; and I am frequently called Granddaddy 
Longlegs. Sometimes I am called Grandfather Graybeard. That 
suits me better. Harvestman is another one of my names. 

The curious creature closed his eyes, and planted one of his 
legs firmly in front of the others. Then he opened his eyes again, 
and surveyed Peter. 

‘And are you really and truly a grandfather?” asked Peter. 

“T am,” replied Granddaddy Longlegs, “but many of my rel- 
atives are no more grandfathers than you are. Most of my relatives 
who are called grandfathers are not one season old. But, I must 
give them credit for living up to their name. They walk in a very 
grave and dignified manner.” 
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*** Are you really and truly a grandfather?’ asked Peter” 
“Yes; I have noticed that you do. But sometimes I have seen 
you walk fast.” 
“Oh! yes,” replied Granddaddy Longlegs, “We can get over 
the ground quite rapidly when we choose. Some of us are compelled 
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to go long distances in search of food. That is a pity, for we like 
to have our homes, as well as other creatures do. I am quite fortunate, 
as I make my home with some ladybugs. We all live on the same kind 
of food—aphids, you know, and plant lice—and so we get on nicely 
together. The ladybugs are quite charming little creatures.” 

“Oh! yes,” interrupted Peter, “I talked to one not very long ago, 
and she was nice and jolly.” 

“Ex--actly,” approved Mr. Granddaddy. “Very nice and 
jolly, indeed.” 

“Mr. Granddaddy, do you like spiders> Puck introduced me 
to one, and it told me a lot of interesting things.” 

“Well, I ought to like spiders,” said Granddaddy, “‘for I am one. 

““Are you, really?” asked Peter, very much surprised. “You 
don’t look at all like one. And I’ve never seen any of you spinning 
webs as spiders do.” 

“Oh! we don’t waste our time making webs. We don’t have to 
catch our food in that way. Our legs are so long that we can travel 
at a great rate, and we find plenty of bugs to eat.” 

“Oh! Mr. Granddaddy, would you like to have me catch some 
grasshoppers for you to eat?” 

“Bless you no, child. I couldn’t eat them, even if you did catch 
them for me, as they are much too large for me to hold. You see my 
long legs are not fitted for the purpose of holding food, and my 
feelers are not strong enough to hold large insects. Nevertheless, 
I am greatly obliged to you.” 

““Well, Granddaddy, what is the good of so many legs, if you 
can’t catch things with them?” 

‘Now, what a question! Do you go about catching things with 
your legs?” 

“No; but—” 

““Well, neither do I. And what’s more, I never expect to.” 

“*But you have so many more legs than I have.” 

“TI certainly have. Six more, to be exact,’ said Granddaddy 
Longlegs, triumphantly. “And as a result, I am able to go just six 
times as fast as you, according to my size. Suppose that you had as 
many legs as I have. Why, no one could ever catch you. What an 
advantage that would be if you were running a race!” 

“T should think they would be in the way at times,” objected 
Peter. 

“You would get used to them. Look at me. I never have any 
difficulty.” Granddaddy took a few sedate steps, to show Peter. 

““Ye—es,” said Peter, doubtfully, “but you see I fall down 
sometimes, and get holes in the knees of my stockings. If I had eight 
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legs, instead of two, I don’t know what Mother would say.” 

“You needn’t worry. I don’t think you're likely to have any 
more legs, at your age.” 

“Well, I don’t care,” said Peter. “I'll bet I have something 
that you haven’t. I have a cousin who lives away off in Chicago.” 

“Perhaps that seems a very great distance to you.” Grand- 
daddy looked at Peter with an important air. “But when I 
consider that I have cousins in England, South America, Africa, in 
fact, all over the world, Chicago seems quite near.” 

“Well, I’d rather not have my cousins scattered about, all 
over the world. I'll bet you haven’t seen all of your cousins,” said 
Peter. 

“Bless my soul! You are not losing your temper, I trust. No 
one should ever lose his temper, because it is extremely difficult to 
recover. You don’t do it often, I hope.” 

Peter disliked to be lectured. He looked hastily around him, 
to see if he couldn’t find something pleasant to talk about. Just 
then he caught sight of another granddaddy coming toward him. 

“Oh! look! Mr. Granddaddy, here is another granddaddy com- 
ing this way. Perhaps he is a friend of yours.” 

“Well! well!” exclaimed Granddaddy Longlegs, “if it isn’t 
Mrs. Granddaddy, herself. No doubt, she wants to talk over some 
business with me, so if you will excuse me, I will go meet her.” 
With that, Mr. Granddaddy turned around and walked toward 
Mrs. Granddaddy. After he had gone a little way, he called back 
to Peter: 

““Now remember, youngster, what I told you about losing your 
temper. Also remember that I am a spider and not a mosquito, and 
that I don’t bite. Good-by.”’ 

““Good-by, Mr. Granddaddy, I hope that I shall see you again, 
sometime,” called Peter, as he watched the curious creature disappear 
in the grass. 
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JOYS 
TALKS 

LIDA R. HARDY 

GOD'S GIFT OF THE SEA FLOWERS 

Our nature talks are now leading us to study the forms of life 
which, to the natural eye, look exactly like plants and flowers, but 
which in reality are living, breathing, digesting animals. 

An animal-plant growing on land, outside of the water, was 


discovered by Captain Musgrave. This kind of being is quite unusual, 
and it has awakened a great deal of curiosity and interest. 


In the bottom of the sea, there are beautiful ocean gardens 


Away down in the bottom of the sea, there are many beautiful 
ocean gardens, filled with the lovely sea flowers, or animal flowers, 
which are called sea anemone, and which, in beauty of form and 
coloring, are equal to our roses, carnations, and lilies. Each sea 
flower is a living animal whose body looks like the stem of a flower, 
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only it is much thicker than the stems of roses and pansies. The stem 
of a sea anemone is more like the stalk of a mushroom. On the lower 
end of the stalk, there is a muscular disk, in which is created a sort 
of glue, with which the animal clings to rock or shells. On the upper 
end of the stalk, there is another disk, around which are rows of 
little arms called tentacles, and which look very much like the petals 
of a flower. These little arms or tentacles have the power of grasping 
food and carrying it to the mouth. The mouth is in the center, and 
is connected with the stomach by a short tube. 

Mr. Damon, who has studied sea anemones, and watched their 
ways for many years, says that each of these curious creatures has 
within itself a tiny threadlike lasso, which it can throw out toward 
a sea animal and give the animal an electric shock. In this way, these 
animal-flowers capture their food. 


The best sponges are found in the bottom of the sea. 


There is one form of animal-flowers with which we are familiar; 
and that is the sponge. The sponge is said to be one of the lowest 
forms of life. We do not say that any form of life is low. We say 
that, through the sponge, God, who is in every form of life, whether 
it be plant, stone, man, or bird, does not express as much as he does 
in some other forms. 

For years, naturalists could not make up their minds whether 
the sponge was a plant or an animal. Finally, as the result of much 
study by the Swedish naturalist, Linzeus, it was decided that the 
sponge is an animal. 

The best sponges are found at the bottom of the sea. During 
the months of April and May, the sponge develops eggs, which float 
around the parent, trying to find a resting place. Finally the egg 
fastens itself to a shell or stone, and is soon covered with holes; then 
the sponge is formed. The many little winding canals which run 
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through it, are its stomach and lungs. The water, passing through 
the sponge, furnishes its breathing, its food, and also carries off all 
waste. Many of our sponges come from the Mediterranean. The 
best are brought up by divers from the bottom of the sea. Sponges 
that are not so good are found in shallow water. 

The next time you see a sponge, think of its far-away home, 
and the wonderful way in which it lives, breathes, and eats. 

There are many beautiful and marvelous forms of life in this 
great earth home of ours, which we have never known. These curious 
creatures, dressed in scarlet, buff, pink, and green, have lived away 
down in the caves of the sea for untold ages, and yet we have given 
them scarcely a thought. 

Not long ago, I read a story of a trip which Captain Musgrave 
made to Africa for the purpose of studying animals. When he re- 
turned to his country, he took with him a wonderful plant which lives 
on meat and insects. This plant has a brain, digestive organs, and 
nerves. It is more like an animal than a plant. 

Have you ever thought about the wonderful power back of all 
these various forms of life, and the cause of each form? Have you 
ever thought that God is the cause of every thing in the universe, 
whether it be the world itself or a tiny flower at the bottom of the 
ocean? He is not only the Cause of each form of life at the beginning, 
but he lives in each form, building it up, and keeping it new all the time. 
Now we can understand how it is that not even a sparrow can fall 
without his knowing all about it. 


THE SANDMAN 


The rosy clouds float overhead, 
The sun is going down; 

And now the sandman’s gentle tread 
Comes stealing through the town. 

“White sand, white sand,” he softly cries, 

And as he shakes his hand, 

Straightway there lies on babies’ eyes 
His gift of shining sand. 

Blue eyes, gray eyes, black eyes, and brown, 
As shut the rose, they softly close, 

When he goes through the town. 

—Margaret Thompson Janvict. 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 

Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my All, I know no fear, 


Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
—RHannah More Kohaus 


ACROSTIC 
EMMA H. TEEL 
L is for Love, V is for Vim, 
Filling all life, Vitality and vigor; 
Wiping out trouble, Which drawn from the one Source 
Error, and strife. Make one stronger and bigger. 
O is for opulence. E is for everything 


This magnet will draw, Heart can desire; 
For love is attraction, Eternity filled 
And love is the law. With all we require. 
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THE THINGS DEEDA WANTED 
ALICE A. KEEN 


There were three things that little Deeda Morris had set her 
heart upon. She wanted a boy doll to be brother to Evelyn Alice. 
Evelyn Alice was the big golden-haired doll that she took for a ride 
in its own pretty carriage, on every sunshiny day. Then, she wanted a 
painting book, because she had plenty of crayons but no pictures to 
color. And lastly, she wanted a blue cap and scarf, woolly and warm, 
exactly like her cousin Marion’s. 


A litile brownie hopped up onto her bed. 


Sometimes Deeda would dream about having these things, but 
when she awoke, there she was, the same unhappy little girl who 
wanted things which she could not have. 

One night she had a strange dream. A little brownie hopped 
up onto her bed and danced about, on the pink and white flowered 
bedquilt. He had a funny, friendly, crooked little face and there were 
wrinkles all about his smiling eyes. 

“What are your wishes?” he cried. “Tell me!” 

So Deeda told him about the three things which she wanted. 

“T can’t give them to you,” he said, “‘but I can tell you how to 
get them for yourself. All you have to do is to keep saying these 
words, over and over again: 

““Hour by hour, day by day, 
The things I want are coming my way.” 

The brownie waved his hands and was gone. When Deeda 
awoke, that odd little rhyme was still ringing in her ears. She went 
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to sleep, repeating the words, and they were the first thing that she 
thought of, when she awoke in the morning. It made her very happy. 

One day, Deeda’s aunt Emma came to make a little visit. 

““Deeda,”’ she said, “I went into a store, yesterday, and I saw 
something that made me think of you. Here it is.” 

She handed Deeda a long package. 

When all the wrappings were taken off, there was a boy doll just 
large enough to be brother to Evelyn Alice! Deeda was the happiest 
child in the world. But she didn’t forget to keep right on singing 
her little song, because she had grown to love it so much. 

“Hour by hour, day by day, 
The things I want are coming my way.” 

“T’m going to take you down town with me, this afternoon,” 
said Deeda’s mother, one morning. ““You must have new shoes, and 
there are other things which you need, for cold weather is coming.” 

Deeda was delighted. She liked to go down town with her 
mother. And when her mother bought her a cap and scarf exactly 
like Marion’s, she couldn’t help skipping for joy. 

“It’s coming true,” she thought to herself. 

“*Hour by hour, day by day, 
The things I want are coming my way.” 


That night, she was so happy and so gay and so full of thoughts 
for other people, that her big brother Ben, called her to him. 

““Here, Deeda, you take this quarter and buy something that you 
want. You've been a very good little girl, lately.” 

Deeda clapped her hands, for she knew that right after breakfast 
the next morning, she would run to the paper store around the corner, 
and buy the painting book that she had seen there in the window, 
and that she had wished that she might have. 

And now, everything that she wanted had come to her. Why! 
What a wonderful rhyme it was that the brownie had given her— 
almost like magic! 

“‘Hour by hour, day by day, 
The things I want are coming my way.” 
“Oh! isn’t it lovely,” she said, “to have wishes come true!” 


Little seeds of mercy, 
Sown by youthful hands, 

Grow to bless the nations, 
Far in heathen lands. 


—Selected. 
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HARRIET'’S LESSON 


VirGINIA Hoyt (11 years) 
Huntley, Mont. 

Harriet Carlson was a nice little girl. She was nine years of 
age, had large blue eyes, golden curls which all the girls thought very 
pretty, and which just suited Harriet. 

“Mother,” said Harriet one day, “What shall I do; I am so 
lonely? I’ve dressed and redressed my dolls four times. I have tried 
to teach Mary Ann to play the piano, and I have done a great many 
other things, but I am lonely.” 

“Why don’t you finish that scarf you were knitting for your 
doll>’’ asked Harriet’s mother. 

“Oh! I don’t want to do that,” answered Harriet. 

“You could finish that dress you were making for your doll, or 
that bed spread you were making for your doll’s bed.” 

“T don’t want to do any of those things. Mother, will you start 
a cap for my biggest doll and let me finish it>”’ 

“All right, I will, but I think you ought to finish the other things 
first.” 

One day, Harriet ran up to her mother, carrying a large sewing 
bag 


“Mother,” said Harriet, “Look at all these different things I 
have started. Oh! Mother, what will teach me to remember that I 
ought not to start new things before I finish something I have already 
begun >?” 

“T think, Harriet,” said Mrs. Carlson, “that if you remember 
this verse, it will help you: 
When a task is once begun, 
Never leave it till it’s done; 
Be the labor great or small, 
Do it well or not at all.” 


“T think I can remember that, Mother,” said Harriet, “‘at least 
I will try to.” 
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MARY AND THE BIBLE LESSONS 


LEONA RosiNnson (11 years) 
Willis, Tex. 


Once there was a little girl named Mary. Mary did not like 
to do anything but read. 

One day, while she was reading, the postman came. Mary 
heard her mother say that there was a little magazine, Wee Wisdom, 
for her to read. Away Mary ran to read it. 

In about an hour and a half her mother called to her: 

“Mary, have you read your little magazine?” 

“Oh! yes, Mother; it is a fine little book,” answered Mary, 
“but I did not read The Prayer of Faith, because I know one prayer; 
and I did not read the Bible Lessons, as they aren’t very interesting.” 

““Now, Mary, come here, and let me read them to you,” said 
her mother. 

When her mother had finished reading, Mary said: 

“Oh! Mamma, aren’t they good! I wish the next book would 
come today; I want to hear more about Daniel!” 


THANKS TO GOD 


Selected by HELEN WEBSTER 
For all that God in mercy sends; 
For health and children, home and friends 
For comfort in the time of need; 
For every kindly word and deed; 
For everything, give thanks. 


All loving good of word and 
deed 
Comes from God's heart to 


meet our need. 
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ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—A\ll Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Secretary—I am guardian of the Booster’s Junior Good Words 
club here at our Unity Truth center. I thought I would write about our Booster 
club. We have only been organized a month or so but have been quite alive 
from the start. When we started about six weeks ago we had five members, 
and we have grown to thirty-five now. Our Booster club decided to have a 
meeting and good time every two weeks. The grown-ups of the center had had 
no socials or any good times at all, so we Boosters decided to show them what 
they were missing. On July 4, we had a supper on the beach and invited all 
of our grown folks. We made cake and lemonade and sandwiches. We all 
had a fine time. All wanted to have another picnic, so we have organized a 
grown-up Booster club to give a picnic outdoors or indoors once a month at 
least, and our center is growing in consequence. We surely all love Wee Wisdom, 
and we boost for it all we can.—Louise M. Spoerri. 

Dear Secretary—A friend sent me a year’s subscription to Wee Wisdom. 
I do love to read every word on its pages.—Mary E. Houze. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending Wee Wisdom to three little girls—one 
my sister. I would not miss the joy of reading Wee Wisdom. I am going to 
a business school, and I find the work much easier with the knowledge of Truth. 
I love it, and hope some day I shall be able to help spread it—Mildred Baird. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like your Wee Wisdom and the nice stories. I 
like best ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” I go to Sunday school every 
Sunday.—Bert Parker. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love the Young Authors, and Busy Sunbeams. I 
would miss you very much, if you did not come.—Eleanore Morrow. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you only one month. I like you very 
much. I like best Peter Pan and Blanche’s Corner.—Esther Mahoney. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love all your stories so much that I can’t say which 
I like best. I wish that you would come every day instead of every month. 
My father takes Unity Magazine.—Erma Macedo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I wish Wee Wisdom came daily. I like the Bible 
Lessons and ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.’ I just love to find verses 
in the Bible and read them.—Vella Shillcutt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I read all the stories. I 
like ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”” best.—Tressa Shillcutt. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you only a month. I read the 
stories to my little sister. We both enjoy you very much.—Emily Mellon. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Peter Pan and ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and 
the Key,” best. I like to read you.—Dorothy E. Hardy. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been trying very hard to make up a birthday 
poem, but didn’t succeed, but I will send you a little poem that I say when | 
leave for school in the morning, and hope that it will help others as it has me. 

God bless mother while I’m away, 
And make me strong for my work today; 
To hold kind thoughts, and do kind deeds, 
To all of those who are in need. 
—Harriett Harrington. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I say The Prayer 
of Faith, every night—Hazel Mosier. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have gotten lots of pleasure out of you. I like 
best Magic Pillows, ‘“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ and the Bible 
Lessons. One day I didn’t feel very well, and I read Wee Wisdom, and it 
helped me.—Melba Daugherty. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are a Christmas present to me. I like best ‘“The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”—Frances Wiles. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I receive you every month and I only wish that 
you were here every day. I enjoy your poems and stories. I like best, ““The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”” and Busy Sunbeams. We have some of the 
best boosters of any club in the state of Florida.—Elizabeth Hunter. 


Dear Secretary—I love Wee Wisdom from cover to cover, especially — 


Magic Pillows and Peter Pan. I have taken Wee Wisdom for two years, and 
I have enjoyed it very much. I think The Prayer of Faith is very nice, and | 
am going to cut it out and pin it on the wall.—La Verne Lathem. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you about our Wee Wisdom class. 
There are about ten of us so far, but we expect to get more than fifty, and I 
think we will succeed in getting them. Our class meets at the Unity building. 
The first thing we do is to say The Prayer of Faith. We then sing several 
hymns from our little books. Our Bible lesson then follows; after which 
we read interesting things which we find in Wee Wisdom. We close with a 
silent prayer, and go home feeling very happy. I am always glad when Saturday 
comes for I love to attend the meetings.—Vivian Scott. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you about two years. I like ““The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and ““How Happiness Comes,” best.—Mary 
Weeks. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One day, my friend Katherine and I were playing 
on the playground. I was on the merry-go-round, and suddenly became dizzy. 
I told Katherine that I wished to get off. I felt that I was fainting. I whispered 
to myself, ““God is my help in every need,” as I fell. When I came to, I was 
lying on a bench in the playground and a lot of children were standing around 
me. I said The Prayer of Faith, and was able to stand up. Katherine helped 
me home. ‘The rest of that day, and the next, I was feeling better than I ever 
felt in my life. Let all the Wees have this faith in God.—Elrae V. Baldon. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My mother gave you to me on my birthday. I 
like ‘“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,’ Bible Lessons, and puzzle page, 
best. I also enjoy the letters and poems very much.—June Colton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like best ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key,”’ and The Prayer of Faith, When I first got Wee 
Wisdom, I had very sore hands, and couldn’t find any cure for them. After 
repeating The Prayer of Faith, they were healed. I have a little friend who 
was seriously ill with pneumonia; I repeated The Prayer of Faith for her, and 
now she is able to be out-of-doors.—Dorothy | Moore. 

Dear Wees—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for nearly three years. 
I like the stories very much, especially, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” 
and the Booster letters. Last year my mother asked me to take another magazine 
for a change. I told her that I was quite pleased with Wee Wisdom, that 
there could be no magazine better than Wee Wisdom. My mother takes Unity 
and Weekly Unity, and enjoys them as much as I do Wee Wisdom.—Ellen Jov. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have enjoyed you for one year. Now I am going 
to take you another year. I am interested in Peter Pan, the poems, and Booster 
letters. I am glad to get you again.—Olive Derickson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like Magic Pillows, Young 
Authors, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and the Booster club, best. 
But the rest are just splendid.—Pauline Sims. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Our little dog was found, and returned to us. I 
am sure your prayers helped me to find her. My sister and I enjoy Wee Wisdom 
very much. We are being helped by reading it every month.—Violet Schuster. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy your sweet little magazine very much. I 
like the puzzle page best. Here is a poem I composed: 

O Lord, so loving, so kind, are you 
O Lord, so faithful, gentle, kind, and so true. 
—Marion Rhoades. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I like best, ““The 
Right Answer,”’ ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and “Chief Little 
Waw.” My grandma takes Weekly Unity, Unity Magazine, and Wee Wisdom 
for me.—Beatrice Wright. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have nine copies of you now, and can hardly wait 
for the next one. The things I like best are, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the 
Key,”’ Young Authors, and Busy Sunbeams.—Jane Schuster. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much and as soon as you come I 
read all of you. I like best, ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and the 
letters that the other wees write. When my school work is hard, I say, ““God 
is my help in every need,” and it does not seem hard then.—Helen Webster. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for nine months, and | just love 
you. I like best, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” “Peter and the 
Firefly,” and Young Authors.—Ruth Morgan. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little girl. My grandmother reads me the 
stories in Wee Wisdom. I like them very much.—Rosemary Douglass. 

Dear Secretary—I want to become a member of the Booster Club. With 
best love to all the wees.—Gabrielle P. Salvator. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sisters, brother, and I have been receiving you 
for a long time, but this is the first time that I have written. I can hardly wait 
until you come.—Evelyn C. Pletsch. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sisters and I enjoy reading you, very much. 
I can’t tell what stories I like best, for we enjoy reading all of them.—/ewel 
Braswell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very fond of the Wee Wisdom magazines. 
My mother reads the stories in my Wee Wisdom. I like Peter Pan very much. 
—Grace Austin. 

Dear Wees—My sister gets Wee Wisdom. I like it very much. She 
got her leg sprained and the doctor operated on it. My mother had a lady pray 
for her, and she got well.—Florence Meservey. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I get Wee Wisdom regularly, and I am very much 
interested in your stories and Bible Lessons.—Mary Butchart. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all of your stories. I can’t tell which I like 
best. My aunt gave you to me.—A. Mary Baty. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My little brother, Don Karsch, wishes to join the 
Booster Club. He is too young to write (he is six years old) or he would write 
to you himself. I am sure that he will make a tiptop Booster. Please send me 
a Booster pin. I shall try to wear it all the time, and shall practice what the 
three wise monkeys say. I enjoy Wee Wisdom from cover to cover, and the 
part I like best is handicraft, and the puzzle page.—Bobbie Karsh. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI got you for a present. I look forward every month 
for you to come. I like your stories, poems, and letters. I like to try to get 
your puzzles. I wear my monkey pin.—Claribel V. Green. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I took many magazines and enjoyed them very much, 
until I received you for a Christmas gift, and then I looked forward to your 
coming so eagerly that a thought was not given to the rest.—Cynthia Judson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been reading you for almost two years, and 
I love you better, every time you come. Last year, I got very poor grades in 
school, but this year Wee Wisdom has helped me. My last report card showed 
perfect in all but drawing. —Jean P. Farndell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom, and would not know how to 
do without it—Clara Heilman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much.—Bonita Reeder. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad I am taking Wee Wisdom. I enjoy read- 
ing it—Clyde E. Glover. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have received you for seven months, and have 
enjoyed you very much. Here is a poem I wrote: 

When angry, things go wrong, 
And duties seem long. 

Don’t let your temper rise, 

And you are sure to win the prize. 


—June Fulcher. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I thank you for your monthly visits to me. I enjoy 
you very much, and I just love ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”” I think 
all of the stories are fine-—Hazel M. Braly. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLuB 

Frances Hart, Pekin, Ill.; Hazel R. Pulley, Johnston City. Ill.; Harris 
A. Upham, Rapids City, S. D.; Miriam Meginniss, Galion, O.; Alice M. 
Adams, Pagoda, Colo.; Sewall Y. Barber, Caddo, Okla.; Marguerite Bewley, 
Berwyn, Md.; Glenn L. Worthington, San Antonio, Tex.; Bessie Sheel, Port- 
land, Ore.; Jean P. Farndell, Santa Monica, Calif.; Anita Monroe, Merritt, 
Fla.; Don Karsch, Farmington, Mo.; Grace Austin, Los Angeles, Calif.; Wilma 
Shorton, Edgemont, S. D. 

Marie B. Williams; Emily Mellon; Hazel Mosier; Frances E. Leslie; 
LaVerne Lathem; Betty L. Harris; Ella Mathews; Wayne Martin; Elizabeth 
Martin; Dorothea Kirk; Gabrielle P. Salvator. 


WeEEs WHo WiIsH To CoRRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Audrey Wallhaus, 3506 West Pico, Los Angeles, Calif.; Geneva Teufel, 
Sidney, Mich.; A. Mary Baty, Cedarville, Modoc Co., Calif.; Bonita Reeder, 
1519 S. Twelfth st., Tacoma, Wash.; Florence Meservey, Illahe, Ore.; Pearl 
Hart, 715 N. Fourth st., Pekin, Ill.; Miriam Meginniss, 123 E. Walnut st., 
Galion, O.; Ruth E. Kelly, 1807 N. Eighth ave., Pensacola, Fla.; Deane 
Tutt, RFD route 3, Tacoma, Wash.; Helen M. Stewart, 657 Eleventh st., 
Douglas, Ariz. 

Mildred Baird, 1121 Dudley ave., Utica, N. Y.; Vella and Tressa 
Shillcutt, 417 Couch st., Fort Scott, Kans.; Frances Wiles, Mynard, Nebr.; 
Alice E. Smith, RFD route 1, box 110, Lake George, Mich. 


Wees WHo Ask THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEEs: 


Alice Latimer, health for mother; Ben McLauren, health and success; 
Anita Monroe, to be a better girl; Florence Meservey, to reduce weight; Helen 
Schoeniger, health and to find her rightful place; Helen Correvon, health; 
Estella Berg, for health for grandmother and Mrs. Akeman. 


THE LARK 


Who taught you to sing, 
My sweet pretty bird? 
Who tuned your melodious throat? 
You make all the hills and valleys to ring; 
You bring the first news of the earliest spring, 
With your loud and silvery note. 


“Tt was God,” said the lark, 
As he rose from the earth. 
“He gives us the good we enjoy, 
He painted our wings, he gave us our voice. 
He gives us our food, and bids us rejoice, 
Good morning, my beautiful boy!” 


—Selected. 
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YOUNG STUDENTS 


THE TWO DOORS 


All the lives that there are in life—all the people God has made, 
are connected with one another, as the rooms in a house are connected 
by doors. The house of life is so great that it takes in every one. 
Each life is a room in the house. That is, | am a room, you are another 
room, each of our friends is a room, and every one is a room. 

Each room has two doors. One of these doors is named | AM; 
the other is named vou are. 

The I AM door opens into God. The you are door opens into 
the other rooms of the great house. No room is shut away from the 
other rooms; all of them are connected, in some way, and into each 
one of them the door you are, opens. 

When we open the I AM door, God comes into our rooms. Of 
course we know that God is everywhere all the time, that he is in our 
rooms all the time. But the I AM door is a magical door. When we 
open it, we see and hear and know God better than before. Opening 
the door makes him very plain to us. 

We open the I AM door by thoughts and words. When we think 
or say: I AM life, the door is flung wide open, and our rooms become 
filled with the sparkling light of God’s life. When we say, I AM 
health, love, wisdom, then health, love, wisdom, rush in. 

The door you are, is also opened by thoughts and words. It, 
too, is a magical door. Whatever we try to send through it, goes 
through, but leaves as much of itself in our own room as goes into 
the other room. Whenever we say, “You are God’s perfect child,” 
God's perfectness shows more plainly in our rooms, and shows more 
plainly in the room into which we send it. Opening the door you are, 
by true thoughts and true words, we can see more Truth in our own 
rooms; we can send more into other rooms; Truth keeps spreading from 
room to room, until in all the rooms of the great house, Truth becomes 
very plain to every one. 

By using true words on the I AM door, we learn to know God 
better, and we feel his presence more clearly. By using true words 
on the you are door, we help to give God to all other people. In 
this way, the kingdom of heaven can be brought to earth. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FoULKS 
Dear W ees—By this time all the Wees are thinking of the fun 


Diagram 


that they are going to have on Holloween. 
Some of the Wees will go to Halloween 
parties, and others will dress up in funny 
clothes and have games. Our sewing 
lesson will show us how to make a cos- 
tume for that night. 

The first thing that we will make is 
an apron that can slip right over your 
head and almost cover your whole dress. 
You can choose any two colors that you 
like, but suppose we choose black and 
yellow, for this lesson. Get enough yel- 
low muslin or cambric to reach from the 
bottom of the hem of your dress in front 
right over the shoulder and to the bottom 
of the hem in the back. You see, I don’t 
know how tall you are. Then allow 
about twelve inches more for the hems. 
Get also a yard of the same cloth in 


black. 


First we will cut the waist like diagram 1. Measure from your 
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waistline in front over the shoulder and to the waistline in the back 
—a rather short waist will be prettier for this. Now cut off a width 


of your material as long as 
this measure. Hold it up 
to you and see how wide 
to cut it by measuring from 
armhole to armhole. Now 
cut your neck like diagram 
1, as you see, a little longer 
than it is wide. Be sure 
that your head will go 
through. The way to fin- 
ish this neck is to bind it, 
and | am going to tell you 


how to bind. We must 


Diagram 
a 


have a bias strip to bind with, so we will take our black cloth and 
double one corner over about eighteen inches, like diagram 2, and then 


Diagram 


we will cut along that slanting line. 
Using the smaller piece, cut strips 
from it about an inch wide. Take 
one of these strips, and starting on 
the shoulder sew it all around the 
neck. Then turn it over on the 
wrong side, and leaving about a 
fourth of an inch showing on the 
right side, turn under the edge and 
whip it down all around. Cut the 
piece of yellow material left, half 
in two, so there will be a width for 
the front and one for the back. 
Gather one end of one of the pieces. 
Do you know how to gather? 
Thread your needle with a double 
thread and finding the middle of 
skirt, tack it to the middle of the 
waist, on the right side, just as 
though you were going to make a 
seam, which you are going to do. 


Then run a tiny stitch in skirt part of the cloth, draw up to same 
size of waist, and tack to end. Do the other side of this piece the 
same way, then turn to the wrong side and make another seam across 
the whole thing to hide the raw edges. This is called a French seam, 
and you will find many times when you are sewing, that you will need 
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to cover the raw edges this way. Fix the other part of the skirt on the 
other side of the waist the same way. Slip the apron over your head 
and measure the length, and hem. 
The next thing to do is to take some 
of the black bias strips, sew them 
together and bind each side of the 
apron, from the bottoms of the hem, 
around the waist. Take the yellow 
piece that was left when you cut 
the waist, and cut it into six strips, 
lengthwise of the cloth, hem all 
around and tack one to each side 
of the waist near the skirt. This 
ties in a pretty bow on each side. 
Now that your apron is finished, 
does it look like diagram 3 >? 

We will now make a hat and 
a mask all in one. Use the black 
cloth for this. Cut a piece about 
twenty-four inches long and wide 
enough to go around your head easily. Fringe both ends by slashing 
with the scissors about four inches deep and about half an inch apart. 
Sew up the sides, cut the holes for the eyes and nose to fit, and with 
some yellow crayon or yellow paint, mark the mouth with the teeth 
showing, and cut a slit in it, so you can eat the “goodies.”” When you go 
to put it on, have mother tie it at the top below the fringe, and again 
around your neck, with the other two pieces of yellow that you 
hemmed. You will look like diagram 4. Almost scared of yourself, 
aren't you? 

After you wear this apron on Halloween, put it away until some- 
time when you feel sad or cross or unhappy; then go and put it on, 
and see if you can stay miserable another minute. Such a lot of jolly 
happy thoughts will come trooping in that all the old thoughts will 
be chased out, and there will be the brightest little girl in the brightest 
little apron, and you go on wishing all the good things that you can 
think of. See if they do not come true! 


A 

i 


WEE WISDOM 35 


LE, 
SONS 


By MARY 


Lesson 4, OcToBER 22, 1922. 
JESUS TEMPTED.—Luke 4: 1-30. 


GoLDEN TEXT—In that he himself hath suffered being tempted, he 
is able to succor them that are tempted.—Hebrews 2:18. 


After Jesus’ baptism in the Jordan, he was led into a wilderness 
where he was to fast and pray for forty days and nights. When he arrived 
in the wilderness, the devil appeared and tempted him. Every temptation 
that we meet is the devil in one form or another. During the forty days, 
the devil tempted Jesus to turn stones into bread. Jesus had had nothing 
to eat, and this would have been an easy thing for him to do. He saw 
the kingdoms of the world before him, and he was tempted to fall down 
and worship, as Satan desired, and so possess great wealth and worldly 
power. How many of us, knowing that it was within our power to do 
and to possess whatever we might desire, would refrain from following 
the methods of the world in obtaining them? But Jesus always remembered - 
that God and the kingdom of heaven are greater, and more to be desired 
than all else, and he did not give way to the tempter. Whenever we are 
tempted to do something which we know to be wrong, let us remember that 
Jesus withstood great temptation, and that with the help of God, we can 
withstand it also. If we remember this, we shall have no difficulty in over- 
coming all temptations. 

QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

Explain how we are tempted by the devil, and how we can overcome 
temptation. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Keep me from tempta- 
tion; deliver me from evil. 
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Lesson 5, OcTOBER 29, 1922. 
WORLD-WIDE PROHIBITION-Isaiah 61 : 1-9. 


GoLDEN TEXT—JRighteousness exalteth a nation; But sin is a reproach 
io any people.—Proverbs 14:34. 

Our lesson today contains many beautiful and wonderful promises 
of the Father’s help. It promises healing, freedom, comfort, gladness, and 
prosperity. All these are promised us if we will accept them in faith, as 
willing servants of God. To serve God, we must let no other person or 
thing come before God. One cannot really serve God, if he gives all 
his time and attention to the building up of a fortune; he cannot really 
serve God and give all his time and attention to food and clothes and 
pleasures. He must be temperate in all things. “Temperance does not 
mean merely refraining from the use of liquor or stimulants; it means also 
the temperate use of our forces. One who is constantly seeking a “good 
time,” is wasting his strength and vitality. So let us be wise; let us be 
temperate in all things, in order that we may claim the fulfillment of all 
the wonderful promises made in this lesson. 

QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

What do you understand temperance to mean? Explain how we 
should be temperate in the use of our forces. 

What is the one stimulating power? The Holy Spirit. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—The Holy Spirit renews 
and strengthens me. 


Lesson 6, NoveMBER 5, 1922. 
JESUS THE GREAT PHYSICIAN.—Luke 4:31—5:39. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Himself took our infirmities, and bare our diseases. 
— Matthew 8:17. 

One day, as Jesus was teaching in a private house, where there were 
doctors and teachers and many learned people, four men came to the 
house, bearing upon a bed a man sick with palsy. When these men came 
to the house, they found great crowds of people, and they could not get the 
sick man into the house by way of the doors. They might have said that 
the crowd was too great, and have given up in despair; but they were so 
sure that the man would be healed, that they had no intention of giving 
up. They took the man up on the housetop. You can imagine the su- 
prise of the people, as the men made a hole in the roof by removing tbe 
tiles. Through this opening, the sick man was lowered into the room, at 
Jesus’ feet. Jesus Christ discerned the wonderful faith of this man, and 
the faith of the four who had brought him, so he said to the man, “Arise, 
and take up thy couch, and go unto thy house.” And immediately the 
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man arose, took up his bed, and walked. The people were filled with 
amazement, and also with fear. They said: ‘We have seen strange 
things to-day.” 
QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

Is the healing power of Christ limited to those cases which he healed 
long ago? No. They are merely given us as illustrations of what he can 
and will do for all who have faith and seek him. 

Is physical healing the greatest gift which Christ gives us» No. He 
heals the soul of sin, and bodily healing is accomplished. 

What is the one thing which is required of us? Faith. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—My sins are forgiven; 
I am whole. 


Lesson 7, NOVEMBER 12, 1922. 
JESUS THE GREAT TEACHER.—Luke 6:1-49. 


GoLDEN TEXT—As ve would that men should do to you, do ve also 
to them likewise—Luke 6:31. 


In the text given us for reading today, there are marvelous healings 
and blessings for people in all circumstances, but we shall study particularly 
verses 27 to 38, inclusive. In these verses, Jesus Christ instructs us to use 
the Golden Rule in everyday life. In order to understand just what he 
means, let us divide this part of the lesson into five parts and study each 
carefully. In the first three verses, he tells us how to treat our enemies. 
The most necessary thing is that we should love them. This may seem 
hard to do, until we consider how Jesus Christ loved those who persecuted 
him. And he will help us to show the same sweet spirit, if we ask him. The 
next verse of our lesson tells us not to be selfish and stingy, but to give 
freely. “The next six verses tell us how to apply the Golden Rule in every- 
day affairs. To do this, we must always do unto others as we would have 
them do unto us; we must love every one, whether they seem to love us or 
not. We must do gocd to them and help them. And we must also be 
merciful toward all people. In the next verse, we are warned not to judge 
cthers, nor condemn them, and then we shall not be harshly judged our- 
celves. In the last verse, we are told to give freely, and that we shall 
receive in like measure. We must always keep the channel open by means 
cf loving, generous thoughts, acts, and deeds, and then God will give us 
of his bounty in such generous measure that we shall scarcely be able to 
receive it. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 
Tell how this lesson may be applied at home, at school, at work, and 
at play. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—1I do unio oihers as | 
weuld have them do io me. 
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Lesson 8, NoveEMBER 19, 1922. 
JESUS THE FRIEND OF SINNERS.—Luke 7. 


GoLpDEN TExtT—Faithful is the saying, and worthy of all acceptation, 
that Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners—1 Tim. 1:15. 

A certain man, in a city in Galilee, invited Jesus to his house to dine 
with him. In this little town, there lived a woman who was, or had been, 
considered a sinner. When she heard that the Lord was to dine in this 
house, she went there with a jug of oil, or ointment. When she came into 
Jesus’ presence, she knelt down and kissed his feet, and anointed them with 
oil. Her tears wet his feet, and she wiped them with her hair. What a 
wonderful exhibition of love and repentance! The master of the house 
wondered that Jesus did not rebuke the woman, knowing that she was a 
sinner. Jesus understood what the man was thinking, and he said to him, 
“T entered into thy house, thou gavest me no water for my feet: but she 
hath wetted my feet with her tears, and wiped them with her hair. Thou 
gavest me no kiss: but she, since the time I came in, hath not ceased to kiss 
my feet. My head with oil thou didst not anoint: but she hath anointed 
my feet with ointment. Wherefore I say unto thee, Her sins, which are 
many, are forgiven, for she loved much: but to whom little is forgiven, 
the same loveth little. And he said unto her, “Thy sins are forgiven.” 
The master of the house must have agreed with Jesus that she deserved 
forgiveness, and he must have felt bad to think he had been so neglectful 
of Jesus. He was entertaining Jesus solely for the favor that it would 
bring him among his townsmen, and so he was rebuked for his selfishness. 

QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

If we are not showing our love for Christ, have we a right to criticize 
those who are? No. 

How did Christ’s host compare with the woman? Very unfavorably. 
In fact, in this case, he himself was the sinner, and she the one deserving love 
and attention. 

Is Jesus deceived into believing that we love him, if we are not true 
to him in our hearts? No. He knows the purpose of every heart, and 
it is impossible to deceive him. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssonN—The love of Jesus Christ 
saves me. 


Scatter the sunshine where’er you go, 

Then love and joy and peace you'll know. 
A happy heart for yourself you'll find, 

By being loving and true and kind. 


—Selected. 
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JUST A STORY 


I know a story about a little girl—a good little girl, who, most 
of the time, did what she was told. 

One day her mother left her in charge of her baby brother, 
who seemed to be not quite well. I believe he had eaten more than 
he required, or had done something of that sort. Very small children 
sometimes do things like that, you know. At any rate, his mother 
believed that something that she had in a bottle would set him right 
again. So she said: 

““Now, Sister, be sure to give the baby a full teaspoon of this 
medicine, at noon.” 

The little girl promised. When noon came, and she poured out 
the medicine, baby brother cried so hard that she really hadn't the 
heart to make him take it. Now the little girl was a wise little girl, 
and knew that the way to solve a problem was to think it out, so she 
sat down and thought. 

“T believe,” she concluded, “‘that if I took the medicine and ex- 
plained very clearly to God, that it was for baby, only it was too 
nasty for him to take, it would work just the same.” 

As soon as she decided on this plan, she jumped right up and took 
it quickly, so that she wouldn’t have time to think about how bad it 
smelled and tasted. I told you that she was a wise little girl. That 
night when she talked to God, she ended this way: 

“And dear God, I know that you will make Baby perfectly 
well, because I took the horrid stuff.” 

The next morning early, the little girl was awakened by an 
insistent baby voice. . 

There was baby brother, dancing up and down in his crib, as 
happy and as well a baby boy as ever there was, and saying that he 
wanted to get out of his crib, to play with kitty-cat. The first thing 
the little girl said was: 


9! 
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“Thank you, dear God.” 

After breakfast, when she and Mother were working together, 
she explained just what she had done, and it set her mother to think- 
ing. She thought and thought, and the more she thought, the more 
she wondered just what had cured baby brother. 

Do you know? 


OCTOBER'S PARTY 


October gave a party; 
The leaves by hundreds came-— 
The Chestnuts, Oaks, and Maples, 
And leaves of every name. 
The Sunshine spread a carpet, 
And everything was grand, 
The Weather led the dancing, 
Professor Wind the band. 


rs 


The Chestnuts came in yellow, ’ 
The Oaks in crimson dressed; 
The lovely Misses Maple 
In scarlet looked their best; 
All balanced to their partners, 
And gaily fluttered by; 
The sight was like a rainbow 
New fallen from the sky. 


Then in the rustic hollow, 
At hide-and-seek they played, 
The party closed at sundown, 
And everybody stayed. 
Professor Wind played louder; 
They flew along the ground, 
And then the party ended 
In jolly “hands around.” 
—George Cooper. 


Conundrum in July Wee Wisdom 
What boy in the Bible had no parents? Joshua, the son of Nun. 


| 


PUZZLE PAGE 


T HAS FOUR FINGERS 


AND A _THUMB 
*28 
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34 3d 
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Trace numbers from one to forty-two and see what you have drawn. 


a 
5 95 3 
29 
33 “37 
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Le 19 
39 
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AUTUMN LEAVES 


The pretty leaves are falling off 
the trees. I like to walk in them. 
They make a soft little sound, when 
I push them with my feet. 


Saturday, when there was no 
school, Buddy took the rake and 
gathered the leaves into heaps, and 
I carried all that I could in my 
hands, to help him. 


We worked until supper, and 
when we were all through, we had 
three large piles of leaves. 


After supper was over, and it 
was almost night, Mother and Dad- 


IMELDA GCTAVIA 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


dy and Buddy and I went out and 
had a bonfire. 


Buddy and I played that we were 
Indians and hada campfire. It was 
dark when the fire was over. 


But there are more leaves still 
on the trees, and next Saturday, 
we are going to gather more and 
have another bonfire. 
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WEE WISDOM 
THE CLOCK 


MARTHA WATTS FREY 
Tick, tick, tick goes the clock, 
I love to hear it tick, tick, tock; 
When work is done and I'm tired of play, 
I sit and listen and hear it run. 
Tick, tick, tick goes the clock, 
I love to hear it tick, tick, tock. 
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STAR TIME 
KATHLEEN ‘NUTTER 

When star time comes, My eyes with sand. 

And in my gown But never yet 
I’m put to bed, Have I once seen 

I creep ‘way down Or chanced to get 
Beneath the guilt, A single glimpse 

And lie so still; Of those queer men. 
For sandmen then Of course, I wait 

Come in to fill And wait, and then— 


Why, then, you know, 
The night is day, 

And all those 
Sandmen are away! 
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STORY BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 
WEE WISDOM'S WAY 


By MyrTLe FILLMORE 


Lovely Aunt Joy comes to visit her brother's family, and what 
she finds! Mother sick in bed all the time; Ned walking on 
crutches; everybody in the family disturbed and unhappy, though 
the doctor and the minister are regular visitors. All seem satisfied 
with their lives, though nothing ‘‘goes right.” 

Baby Grace delights in Aunt Joy’s stories, and interesting lessons 
about the flowers, and many other things. From dear Aunt Joy 
she learns why she needn't be afraid in the dark; and through these 
two wise ones—Aunt Joy, the teacher, and Baby Grace, the apt 
pupil—the whole family and neighborhood are brought into the 
knowledge of Truth, which makes everybody well and happy. 
A most interesting book for children of any age, and also for the 
grown-ups. Cloth binding, $1.00; paper, 75 cents. 


WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOK 


The little readers, of course, like some of their heroes better than 
they do others. What child wouldn’t rather have the friendship 
of Bug-A-Boo-Bill than that of the nicest storybook boy or girl! 
Well, when we grown folks made up this Wee Wisdom Picture 
Book, we chose all your old-time friends in pictures, poems, and 
stories, which were in Wee Wisdom during 1920. 

There is an Indian story, there is a Valentine story, there is a story 
about ‘““What Puck Told Peter."” Then there are many poems with 
just the swing that pleases the children. Besides, there are more 
than sixty pictures, drawn by our artist. The cover picture is that 
of a little boy on horseback, riding with all his might. Same size 
book as ““Wee Wisdom’s Way.” Price, $1.00. 


TREASURE BOX 


By IMELDA Octavia SHANKLIN 


Two little old-fashioned maidens live a fairy-story life on the sandy 
shore. Great treasures have been promised to them by a wonderful 
fairy queen, if they will do certain small tasks regularly each day. 
One of the sisters is willing to earn her reward; but the other likes 
to flit about idly like the butterfly. The way the story turns out, 
is what you are looking for all the time that you are reading this 
enchanting tale. 

All girls are more than pleased with “Treasure Box;” and boys 
with a lively imagination like it, too. 

Several quaint pictures, and a pretty blue and gold cover, make this 
book very attractive. The price is 50 cents. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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I walked a shady path today, 
‘Way down by Benson's 
creek, 
And if it’s wealth your looking 
for, 
You'll find there what you 
seek. 


For sunshine through the yel- 
‘tad low leaves— 
/ / / A glory to behold— 
i Has shone upon that dull 
i Y brown path 

Vi And turned it flaming gold. 
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MORNING 


| I'll do today 

The things I should, 
Because I'll think 
Just tho'ts of good. 


I'll bear today 
Good tidings sweet, 
Of health and joy 
To all I meet. 


NIGHT 


Ill sleep, when day 
Has gone to rest, 
Secure, because 
I've done my best. 
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